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The Audition 


Author's Notes: 

This story is my debute in the field of band fiction Big thanks go to my beta Andy for changing some of my 
\innovative\' sentence structures into proper English | 

With love to the current line-up. (This story has been posted on Weiki\'s birthday.) 

There are few things that may give a little cheer to the morning when you wake up with a hangover. The 
sight of a man standing at the patio door wearing only underpants, leaning lazily against the doorframe and 


holding a cigarette, however, might do it. 


Unfortunately, the word ‘patio' could hardly be used to describe the small yard covered in concrete and 


surrounded by the gray walls of the building. The dull sky didn't make a good impression either. 
In fact, only the man did. 


Mainly because he was Markus. 


He put out the cigarette, realizing all at once that not only was it a little bit colder than he had expected, he 
hadn't slept very well that night and he wasn't on holiday but at work - but also that it wasn't supposed to be 
an easy day. Turning back to the room he bumped into Andi. 

"Oh, excuse me, Markus. | need some fresh air--" 


"You don't look very well today." 


"Thanks, there's nothing like a word of comfort in the morning. If you want to know, | feel even worse than | 


look" 


"Then you shouldn't have drunk so much last night - considering we have the auditions with the drummers 


today--" 
Andi turned his head and looked at Markus with anxiety. 
"No. Not today. Lord. Please. No drummers. Have mercy on my head" 


"The only problem is," continued Markus, "that we have to choose the new drummer today because-- All 
right, | don't want to know who organised it this way and better for him because if | knew I'd have made 


waffles of his balls--" 

"Or boobs if it was a woman" 

Markus raised his eyebrows. 

"Right. So tomorrow we have this photo session with the new line-up, which we don't have yet and then we're 
supposed to start working on the new materials for the album next week. Just brilliant. The auditions begin in," 
Markus looked at his watch, "oh fuck, half an hour. It's not enough time" 

"Enough for what?" 

"For waking up Mike." 

Andi sighed and pushed the hair out of his face. 

"Are they rehearsing already? The drummers?" 


“Sorry Andi - but | think that's just your head." 


eR 


Andi and Markus were standing over Weiki's bed trying to wake him up - in vain 
"Looks as if somebody drank more than | did last night--" 

"| think | have to do the ultimate thing.” 

"You don't mean you're poking his--" 


A dreadful scream interrupted him as Weiki rose from the bed, holding a hand over his eye and cursing. Behind 
him the bed sheets moved, and Sascha's head appeared. 


"What time is it?" 


"No time. Dress up, you two, and we're gone," commanded Markus. Sascha got up immediately, but Weiki 


groaned and turned over on his other side. 
They tried to pull him out of bed, but were told to fuck off several times. 


"Now that's just not fair," said Andi. "See, | don't feel good either, | have a right to sleep as well” Taking 
advantage of the fact that Sascha had left the bed Andi laid himself down on Weiki. "Fine! And don't wake me 


up before dinner.” 

"Excuse me, but if you are not going, nor am |. We were supposed to make a decision together, so if that's 
your choice then it's fine with me," said Markus, and once again left for the backyard. Sascha came out of the 
bathroom with a toothbrush in his mouth. He allowed himself a twinge of jealousy when he saw his place in the 
bed occupied, but at the same time he felt responsible for the band; he couldn't let them down. Especially 
Weiki. 


Back in the bathroom he rinsed his face, wiped his hands, smoothed the sides of his black silk jacket and the 
tie, then tidied a few strands of hair above his forehead. He stood in the middle of the room, ready to go. 


"How do | look?" 

"Cute," said Weiki, not even turning his head in that direction Andi opened one eye. 
"Send my kind regards to the chancellor." 

Sascha sighed and left the room. 

EK 


Markus didn't have any particularly good excuse for skipping the audition He comforted himself with the 
thought that he had at least tried, and so now it was his turn to do nothing. He looked at the people hanging 


around; even the usually hard-working road crew seemed to be stuck in this hangover atmosphere. 


Finally, he admitted to himself that they had really failed in their duties during the past few days. But he also 
strongly believed that things were supposed to go the right way; for so many years they always had done, 
sooner or later, regardless of the circumstances. 

"Markus!" 

"What?" 


He stood at the door and looked inside the room. 


"Do you have any idea how to take him off?" asked Weiki, trying to push the pressing body out of bed. Markus 


smirked. 
"What makes you think | would know?" 
Andi crawled back to his position. "Oh, shut up! I'm sleeping." 


Weiki wanted to give up, but then he decided to try the last trick "Don't you think he has put on weight 


recently?" 


Andi rose immediately. "What did you say?!" he shouted, grabbed his friend's neck and pretended to be 


strangling him. 
"Markus, help me-- please," wheezed Weiki. 


"Markus!" Now the voice came from the outside. He turned round to see one of the technicians and the two 


girls from their road-crew waving at him. 

"What?" 

"Would you like to play bridge with us?" 

Markus refrained from saying another ‘what? He put a finger across his lips, pointed at the door with his 
thumb and winked. The roadies looked at one another and followed him as he said in louder voice: "Maybe you 
should try tickling him?" 


"Where?" 


"Oh, Weiki -- wherever it pleases you." They entered the room laughing. "We're always like that in the 
morning," he winked again. All the others looked at their watches. 


"Is not morning any longer... 


eR 


Sascha rushed through the corridor and stopped by the soda machine. While putting the coin and pressing the 
"Diet Coke" button he had a quick look at his reflection in the surface of the fridge. A bit of make-up would 
have been good; he should have remembered that, and at least concealed the freckles and outlined the eyes a 


bit. Just as he did on the day of his own audition for Helloween, and that had been the perfect day. 


He couldn't help it; the memories came to him with their all power and emotions unchanged. This was, after all, 


the same place where four years before his whole life had changed. 
The silvery-white can hit the plastic with the familiar thud. Sascha took it and made for the studio. 


He yanked open the door and entered the room. It even smelled the same, but this time there were people 
inside. A few less than he expected but still a fair number; and he was aware of the fact that he didn't have a 
slightest idea how to manage the whole audition on his own. He scanned the candidates once again. There were 
some very young guys who couldn't possibly have any professional experience - he would really like to send 
them back to their garage bands or better, to hell - as well as a few fat bikers he wouldn't like to meet on an 
empty street after dark Sascha had expected that there would be at least one candidate with the special 


‘Helloween’ aura that would help him make the choice by intuition 
But there was nobody like that. 


Almost everyone was giving him the look of school-kids before a test - more bored and reluctant than 
actually nervous. Even the handsome guy sitting in the corner had this steady frown on his face. But there 
was something about the way in which his brown hair waved over his tattooed arm... Sascha looked away. It 


seemed that people had started to lose patience before he had spoken single a word. 
"Er-- hi, my name is Sascha Gerstner. I'm the second guitarist of Helloween--" The word ‘second! slipped out 
almost involuntarily. It made the phrase mean nothing else but ‘I'm not Weiki' and therefore it had to sound like 


an excuse. Besides, it didn't feel comfortable to stand there alone. 


"Where's the rest of the band?" An impatient question from the back. Sascha tried not to think how ridiculous 


it may sound when he said in a hesitant voice: 
"The band is very busy." 
EK 


Andi rolled over the bed laughing madly as Weiki tried to pinch his belly. Finally he grabbed a pillow and hit his 
friend on the head. 


At the sight of this Markus, who was still standing with the giggling roadies, pounced with a loud cry of: "Pillow 
fight!" and joined his band mates wrestling on the bed. 


lm telling you, these guys are out of their minds," said one of the girls in low voice. 


"But is it possible not to like them?" asked the other one. "I'm glad we have this job. At least we can never be 
bored." 


"Now that you mention it, shouldn't we get back to work? We have to think about how to prepare them for 


the tomorrow's photo session" 
"If you ask me, | wouldn't mind taking a few shots now. | like these boxer shorts," she winked, 


They went away, leaving Weiki and Markus in an attempt to press Andi to the mattress with all the pillows 
from the bed. 


eR 


"What the hell can be more important than choosing a drummer?" said one of the ‘bikers’ - as Sascha called 
them in his mind. "Do people here always work like that? Holy shit. Now | really wonder how you got yourself 
this job--" 


‘Its a long story." Sascha had caught a few glimpses of attention in the eyes of the company, so he took a sip 
of Coke and went on. "It all began before they were actually looking for a new guitarist. Somebody introduced 


me to Weiki, so | met him a few times, we didn't talk too much--" 


It was true. Sascha hadn't even looked in his eyes, as if he had been expecting to see something cold and 


dangerous. 


"The music was a different thing," he said. "When | heard him playing | just knew | didn't have to ask or guess 
anything, just as if | could read his soul by the sounds of the guitar. | don't have to tell you how fascinated | 
was. | started practicing some Helloween pieces just in case we would ever meet on a jam session or something 


like that. After a few weeks | understood that the only thing | wanted was to see him again" 


Sascha pressed the can against his lips. Something was telling him to shut up. It might have been called 


‘reason: 


He sat down on the low table and looked to the back. It was the same place where they met for the first time 
without bands, managers, acquaintances and whatnot. And where for the first time they played together. A 
small stage with a few steps leading to the other part of the room, the one where the candidates were sitting. 
Sascha took another swig of Coke and, ignoring the dull glances of his listeners, he continued. The scenes 


replayed in his mind, so strong and fresh that he completely forgot that there was anybody else in the room. 


"There were moments when | just wanted to call him, but | imagined that he was always followed by crowds of 
young guitarists seeking his attention or support so why should | bother him-- | didn't think myself to be that 
special. | spent a lot of time trying to refrain from doing anything stupid and | was gradually losing hope when 
the manager called to tell me that Helloween was looking for a new guitarist, he had recommended me as a 
candidate and all | had to do was to prove myself to be the right person. | couldn't believe it was really 
happening. It wasn't about my career, it was all about Weiki, his music and me being a part of his world. | didn't 


know how far it would have lead me but | was ready to take any risk" 


Sascha squinted his eyes, still lost in his memories. "It was in this building, you know. In this very studio. | came 
in, Weiki was sitting at this table, smoking. There were a couple of guitars, a few amplifiers, loudspeakers and a 
bottle of machine oil--" Sascha realised that he was giving an account of things he'd thought at that moment, 
regardless as to whether his observations were right or not. It was as if he wanted to experience his curiosity 
and naivety once again, with all the pleasure it carried. He broke off his account, recollecting the moment when 
he stood dumb, staring at the hair on Michael's chest showing through his black shirt, unbuttoned at the top, 


slowly moving his gaze towards his unshaven face. Weiki had put out the cigarette and stood up. 


He'd reached out his hand and stroked his cheek with a thumb. "I hope you're better at playing than talking. 


Stage fright, isn't it? Come on, its only me, not an audience of ten thousand!" 
‘Its not only you Its you" 


Sascha had a feeling that these words were said by someone else. Weiki was looking in his eyes. There was no 


coldness - but something dangerous, for sure. 


It was the moment when everything changed. The part of the story he wanted to keep for himself. But at the 
same time he felt an urge to say it all loud, to change the perspective for a moment, to have a look at 
himself from a distance, to understand the last three years and to believe his own emotions again. He forgot 


what he was here for, and what he was supposed to be talking about. The warmth of his hands heated up the 
can he had been holding all the time, so he put it aside. 


"Mike wanted me to begin with an old Helloween piece. He handed me one of his guitars and | somehow felt this 
would be a real bitch and so it was. Victim of Fate. Damn, they don't even play it live! | had practiced it, but 
less than other songs and of course when | tried | screwed up the solo." Sascha gulped. Even then, he'd known 
how to play it and he could have done it but he was distracted by the eye contact. Weiki was half lying on the 
table, puffing thin trails of smoke. He was concentrating on the sound - but he wasn't blind, and couldn't miss 
the fact that Sascha was staring at him like a hungry creature. Although not the kind of creature that Weiki 
could be afraid of.. 


Now it seemed obvious that - even then - he knew exactly what was going on, and he didn't lose the control 
he had over it for a single moment. What was more, a part of it really was about music and something in 


Sascha's mind seemed determined to talk about it. 


"After this piece Weiki stood up and took a guitar, then told me to sit by his side and we played the next two 


songs together. The sound was perfect, just as if we were in one band for years. He smiled at me and said 
that it was time for something more difficult. He told me to go to the other side of this stage and face the 
other side of the room and imagine there was an audience and we were performing. He was to play a solo piece 
he had just composed and | was supposed to improvise the second guitar. We did it! | totally concentrated on 
the melody and | kept up with it as if | knew what would follow. It sounded almost like one guitar playing. By 
that time | knew he'd made up his mind. Music tells more than words. When we finished he approached me - | 
thought he was just about to tell me | had the job and | the only thing | was actually afraid of was that | 


would pounce on him the moment he said it" Sascha's eyes glazed over with the remembrance. 


"I held my breath when he put his arm around me and said | had done a great job but there was one more 
thing | had to play to him. He came back to his previous seat, lit a cigarette and gave me the instructions. He 
wanted me to undress, take the guitar, go to the front of the stage and improvise something, just the way | 
played before, putting all my feeling and all that | would like to say into it. | didn't really hesitate to obey him, | 
quite liked the idea, come what may." Sascha reached for his Coke. The can wasn't ice cold anymore, 


nevertheless, he passed it over his red cheeks to cool down. 


He closed his eyes, just like he had that moment when he started playing for Weiki. His improvisation became a 
complex piece varying from fast, almost nervous fingering to wistful riffs. He knew he had come through the 
ordeal and succeeded. The music went on. Despite the loud sound of his guitar he could hear Weiki standing up 


and unzipping his trousers - unless he had imagined that. 
"Don't stop playing. No matter what happens, just don't stop." 


Sascha held his breath. His fingers began to slip from the strings as he waited for Weiki to come to him. He 
knew it was going to happen and still he couldn't believe it. Even when a warm hand stroked his back and 
pushed him one step down. He felt a restless breath on his nape and the tickling touch of facial hair when 
Weiki rested his chin between his neck and shoulder. He wrapped his hands around Sascha to take over the 
guitar. He improvised a short solo, which continued the melody and once again whispered, "Don't stop playing’. 
His lips touched his ear when he was saying it. Weiki rubbed his face against Sascha's neck, scratching him, 
then took the tip of his ear in his mouth and fondled it with his tongue. He moved his hands towards his chest 
and let him resume playing. Sascha felt the guitar pressing against his cock, a bit harder with every touch on 


his body. 


He succumbed to Weiki's will and he was aware of that. This man wanted him and he didn't even have to raise 


a finger to make it true. It was nothing about Sascha's endeavours, it had all been planned in advance. 


The substance in the bottle wasn't for maintenance of guitars. It was spread on his back and rubbed into his 


butt. 


Sascha didn't move, his hands hanging loose over the silent strings. He stood frozen, unable to do anything he 
had been fantasizing about for all these weeks. He closed his eyes tight, not wanting to see the world whirling 
before his eyes. His breath came louder and faster as he felt the warm, wet hands on his body; Weiki pulled 
him to himself, grabbed him tightly and pushed in. 


"That's exactly what you wanted from the beginning, isn't it?" he panted. "And you'll have it--" His hair wiped 
Sascha's back as Weiki's face again pressed against his head. "--So that you'll remember it for the rest of 


your life." 


And Sascha remembered. Even though a lot more had happened in the following years he still enjoyed the 
memory of his audition His secret thoughts, too many of which had now been spoken out loud. He hid his red 
face in his palms, chuckling and muttering, "-And then | shot my load on the stupid guitar, Mike still had wet 
hands with lube and the electric thingy started sparkling-" Sascha laughed, somewhat hysterically, and knocked 
the empty can over. "When | dropped the guitar the cable started smoking-l'll never forget what Michael told 
me then: ‘Sometimes there are things more important than guitars; rarely, but indeed there are! And by that 
time--" 


"You are totally screwed up, man. Literally and metaphorically." 
He raised his head. Muscular arms, greenish tattoo, long brown hair, a sneering smile; it was the guy he had 
noticed at the beginning. Sascha looked around in disbelief. The rest of the drummers were not there. He 


opened his mouth but the answer came before he asked. 


"Well, it was a sweet story. | think most people left when you mentioned undressing and the last two at the 
point of licking the ear--" 


"Did | really say all that out loud?" 


"-they suggested sticking some drumsticks up your ass but decided not to because you would have liked it too 
much." 


Sascha was still scanning the room, the colour of his face slowly changing from red to white. 
"What am | going to do?" 


"I think that the only thing you can do is to examine me. Oh, | forgot to introduce myself. Dani Löble. A 


drummer with great ambitions." 

Sascha shook his hand. Dani tightened the grip and pulled him so that he almost lost balance, and attempted to 
kiss him, almost managing to stick his tongue into his mouth. The orange ‘warning’ light at the back of Sascha's 
mind was replaced by a red ‘big trouble’ flash. He broke away and ran through the door, heading back to tell 
the guys that things had gone out of control, and that he really hoped they'd be able to sort it out somehow. 
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Andi reached for Weiki's cigarettes. 


"Don't touch! Firstly: it is my last pack. Secondly: let me hear you once more complaining about your health 


problems and messing up songs because of a sore throat and |'ll-" 


"But he can--" Andi pointed at Markus, who was drawing a cigarette from Weiki's pack and trying to look as 


innocent as possible. 
"Firstly: he's a bassist. Secondly: he's Markus. So, yes, he can" 


Andi was just about to snap a reply when the door opened and Sascha - closely followed by Dani - burst into 


the room. 


"Maybe I'm damned old fashioned," said Weiki, "but | would appreciate people knocking." He noticed Sascha trying 
to hide behind his chair. "What the hell is going on? And who's that guy?" 


Dani grinned. "I'm Dani Löble, the drummer." 


Weiki looked at his watch and then at Sascha. "How did you manage to listen to them all playing in such a short 


time?" 


"He didn't," replied Dani, "he was too busy telling us a love story and all the candidates, except for me, fled. By 
the way, you are this Mike with the hairy chest?" 


The cigarette slipped out of Weiki's mouth. He stood up. Sascha moved back towards the bed. 
"I think | will have to punish you." 


It really sounded like a threat, but Sascha couldn't help a smile as he laid himself down and sighed: "Oh, yes, 


punish mel" 

Weiki shook his head and looked at Dani. 

"Have | misheard, or did you really say there are no other candidates?" 

A nod and a smirk 

Weiki pressed his hands against his forehead with a grimace then lit another cigarette. He looked Dani up and 
down and said very slowly: "A job in a band is hard work. If you come here believing that all we do is have 
parties and orgies all night long- Markus. Stop. Laughing." 


A snort. "Well, | think it's exactly what he expects. His face may say 'no' but his dick says ‘yes'." 


Andi spread his arms and hung one on Markus’ shoulders and the other on Weiki's. "Oh, come on! It's not As 


fault that we are so hot." 


Dani gazed at him. "Sorry, but | don't consider you particularly hot. At least | don't fall for guys older, shorter 
and fatter than me." 


"What?! | wouldn't ever wish you did. Who the hell do you think you are? Get out!" 


Markus whispered something to Weiki, which sounded somewhat like ‘the last drummer’. They nodded to each 
other behind Andi's back, and turned to Dari. 


"Don't pay attention to him," said Weiki. "He has this-- what-d'you-call-it - male menopause." 
Andis jaw dropped. "Fuck you! You're older than mel" 

"Maybe | am, but at least | don't have to fuck myself" 

"Maybe you don't but anyway, you don't have to remind us about it every day." 


"Enough. You know what, Andi? You'll take this Dani what's-his-name to the rehearsal room and listen to him 
playing, then you'll go for a cup of tea and make friends." 


"Why me? l'm a singer.. why can't Markus go?" 
"Because | want to talk to him and because there's no other fucking option" 
Dani looked amused. "Does it mean I'm in the band?" 


Weiki nodded. 


Dari grinned happily and ran to shake everybody's hand. Then he took Andi by the arm, messed up his hair and 


pulled him out of the room. "Come on! You have to hear me playing!" 
"Don't. Touch. Me." 
When they were gone Weiki approached Markus and rested his head on friend's shoulder. 


"You know what? l'm sick and tired of working with all these people. They have no idea what we have been 


through-- Twenty years in the band-- Am | really that bitchy?" 
"You're not sick and tired of hm, are you?" 


Sascha raised his head. "I'm sorry, Mike, I've screwed up the audition It's been a tough day for all of us. Can | 


give you a foot massage or something?" 


Weiki nodded and threw himself on the bed, laying his bare feet on Sascha's lap. The touch of his warm strong 


hands was a relief. 
"Don't forget, | still have to punish you." 


Sascha looked him in the eyes, then took his foot and kissed it. Weiki shivered at the thought that flashed 


through his mind: ‘It must be love or whatever’ 


"| don't think you need any more company now," Markus winked, "I'm going.” He went, but immediately bumped 


into two young guys at the backyard door. It hurt like hell, because one of them was carrying a video camera. 
Markus swore in German and rubbed his head, then looked at the intruders and said in English: "It's not about 
good manners, knocking or not, you know, but where the hell is the security-People can't go here, er, walk in, 


you know, as if it was a-Three Little Bears' Cottage or- or something." 


The boys entered the room muttering something about an interview for an Internet heavy metal portal. One of 


them showed horns to the camera and begun. 

"Tonight we're going to talk to Michael Weikath about the future of Helloween" 

Michael Weikath gaped at them with sheer amazement and so did Sascha, who was still fondling his foot. 
"Get. Out." 

"But, please-- just a few words-- What is it like to be a leader of such a band?" 

"If you really want to know, it's all about hard work and being dog-tired. You have no fucking idea-" 

"So, do you say that life of a musician sucks?" 


Its not that bad when it actually sucks," Weiki smirked, "but remember," he took a deep breath, "heavy metal 


is not a piece of cake. And not even a stupid currant bun, if you know what | mean" 
They didnt 

But then, neither did Weiki himself 

Xk% 


THE END 


